
A NEW SONG ON THE 

GAOL OF CLONMALAL 


* Hard ha d i* my state, 

And »a!n my repinemg. 

The strong rope ot (ate 
Round this young neck is i witiiag,! 

my spirits arc gone, 

And my cheeks sunk &, sa low, 
While l pine in my chains, 
la the Gaol of Clonraaila 

Vo boy in the Village, 

Was ever yet mi der, " 

Bould play with a child, 

.And my sports could he wilder, 

I could d ine* without tireieg. 
From mooing tdl eveing, 

Anti my Gaol ball 1 d strike, 
Towars tee lightning ot neaveu, 

At my bed font Mglected, 

My hurl bat is lying, 

My hell ittuoung't the boys 
Of i ho Village is flying, 

My horse amongst the neibestsu 
Kogl. efred may follow, 

Wh lei p ne in my chains, 
la the G g! of Clonmalia, 

Next Sunday at borne. 

The paten will be sec plug. 

The active yonne hurlers, 

The del 8 will be sweep, ng. 

With a dauee of fair nuaidenat. 
The veiling sha 1 hallow. 

While the h art once so gayj 
Will be cold in Gionuiallt, 

Nest Sunday at home, 

My funeral will he ketpiag, 

Wbde Jho o. yes of the Village 
At my wake w II weeping," 

The hurlbat and goat ball. 

In my coffin for a pillow, 

And nomor, I’ll rm a ; n, 

In the Gaol of Gri,tin.alla, 



l'. Breretoa, l Lr Exchar ge §i Duk. 


